To-day, many a hundred year since Paulinus talked
with Edwin, there are more people in Christendom who
question whether man has a spirit to come anywhence
or to go anywhither than, perhaps, in the world's
history could ever before have been found at one time.
And the very Christians who claim that Death's terrors
have been abolished, have surrounded the bier and
the tomb with more gloom and more dismal funeral
pomp than have the votaries of any other creed. What
can be more depressing than the darkness in which a
house is kept shrouded, while the dead body is awaiting
sepulture ? What more repellent than the sweeping
robes of lustreless crape, and the purposed hideousness
of the heavy cap in which the widow laments the " deli-
verance " of her husband " from the burden of the
flesh " ? What more revolting than the artificially long
faces of the undertaker's men, the drooping <( weepers,"
the carefully arranged white handkerchiefs, and until
lately, the pall-like funeral cloaks ? During the last
few years, a great and marked improvement has been
made. The plumes, cloaks and weepers have well-
nigh disappeared. The grotesquely ghastly hearse is
almost a thing of the past, and the coffin goes forth
heaped over with flowers instead of shrouded in the
heavy black velvet pall. Men and women, though still